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feet along; and the lead in my pockets weighed me down.
Edgar took me to a tavern, and only left me when I had
given him my word I would await his return. As soon
as I was alone I hid the bullets'in a cupboard. Edgar re-
turned, accompanied by two girls, one French, and both
endowed by nature with charm. They thought me a surly
fellow, till I begged Edgar to tell them that had I not been
half dead, I should have found them delightful. A man
who has spent three times twenty-four hours without eating
or sleeping is not highly impressionable; but as soon as they
learned my name, their opinion changed. They evidently
knew me by reputation, and were most respectful. They all
hoped that Bacchus and Comus would plead for Cupid, but,
I knew their hopes were vain.
We dined a Panglatse, that is to say, without soup; and I
could only swallow a dozen oysters, with some good Grave
wine. As I had not sufficient money to pay my share, I was
obliged to borrow from Edgar, and this forced me to post-
pone my suicide; and partly from weariness, partly from
indifference, I allowed him to drag me to Ranelagh.
We walked about the Rotunda, our hats pulled over our
eyes, our arms crossed behind each others' backs, as was the
fashion in those days. A minuet was going on, and I stopped
to watch a woman who was dancing very well. I could
not see her face, but her dress and hat seemed strangely
familiar, absolutely like what I had bought for Miss Char-
pillon some days before. But Miss Charpillon was dead,
or dying?
The dancer turned to cross the floor, raised her head. It
was she!
Edgar told me afterwards he thought I was going to fall
down in an epileptic fit. With a tremendous effort I steadied
myself; my eyes must have deceived me; the dance was
over, as she was making her curtsy to her partner. I stepped
forward, as though to invite her to promenade with me. She
looked at me and fled. I sat down, trembling in every limb.
A cold sweat broke out over my face and body. I prayed